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Anon the blood start in my face again,
Inflam'd with heat that it had at my heart,
And brought therewith thereout in every vein
A quaking heat with pleasant smart.

Then was I like the straw when that the flame
Is driven therein by force and rage of wind;
I cannot tell, alas, what I shall blame,
Nor what to seek, nor what to find.

But well I wot the grief holds me so sore
In heat and cold, betwixt hope and dread,
That, but her help to health doth me restore,
This restless life I may not lead.
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PERDTE, I said it not,
Nor never thought to do:
As well as I ye wot
I have no power thereto.
And if I did, the lot
That first did me enchain
Do never slack the knot,
But strait it to my pain.

And if I did, each thing
That may do harm or woe
Continually may wring
My heart whereso I go:
Report may always ring
Of shame on me for aye
If in my heart did spring
The words that you do say.

And if I did, each star
That is in heaven above
May frown on me to mat
The hope I have in love I
And if I did, such war
As they brought out of Troy,
Bring all my life afar
From all this lust and joy I